^ejj^ge^/ of Cymbdine. 


* be freezing hooreiaway ? We haue fetne nothing 
We arc beaftiy; fubdc as the Fox for pi ey, 
Like warlike as, the W o.lfe, for vyhat we eare ; 
Our Valour is to chacev^iVst Ryes.. ; Our Cage 
We make a Qoire, as dqr.ii the prifoiVd Bird, 
And fing our Bondage frccl^ 

2?*/. How you (pcaj:e 9 
Did you but know th^^i^k^ V # ; ? 
And felt them knowingly : the Art ©Y^Conrt, 
As hard to leauegps kcepc : whole top to clirnbe 
Is certaine falling : or fo flipp'ry, that 
The feare's as bad as failing:' The toyle o'chWarre, 
A paine that onely feenr.es to fceke out danger 
I'ch'name of Fame,and|£onor, which dyes fthTcarcfi, 
And hath as ofc a fland'rous Epitaph, 
As Record of faire Ad. Nay, many tinicsi 
Doth dl deferue, by doing well : what's worfc 
Muft curt'fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, this Storic 
The World may readeinme: My bodie smark'd 
With Roman Swords ; and my report, was once 
Firfi, with the beft of Note, fom&elfae leu'd me, 
i And when a Souldicr was the Thcame, my name 
Wa? not farre off : then was I as a Tree 
Whole houghes did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
> A Stqrme, or Robbery (call it what you will) 
| Shookc downe my msllow hangings : nay my Leaucs, 
And left me bare to weather. 
| Gui. Vncertaine fauour. 

\ Stf/. My fault being nothing (as I haue told you oft) 
But that .two Villaines, whofe talie 0athe$ preuavl'd 
Before my perfect Honor, fworc to Cym folate % 
1 was Confederate with the Romanes : fo 
Followed my Bamfhmeot, and this twenty yeeres, 
This Rocke,and thefe Demefnes, haue bene my World; 
; Where I haue liu'd at honeft fi eedpme, pjyed 
More pious debts toHeauen, then in all , 
The fore-end of my time. £uc, vp to. tli'Mountaines, 
This is nor Hunters Language ; he that (Inkcs 
Tiie Venifon firi>, fhail be the Lord o th'teaft 
To him the other two fbali minitter, * 
And we will feare no pcyfon* which 5 trends 
In place of greater Sra:e : 

He mcetc you in the Valkyes. Exeunt. 
How hard it is to hide the fparkes of Nature? 
Thefe Boyes knew little they are Sonncs to'ch'King, 
Nor Cymbdine dreames that they are ahue. 
They thinke they are rmnc, 
|And though tram\i vp tints, meanely 
Tth'Cauc, whereon the gqwe their (hotights do hit, 
The Roores of Paiaces^nd Harare prompts thcra 
In fimple ancUowc r.h^.^ y w Prince it, much 
beyond the tfricke of pchcrs> I his PtUdour, 
The heyreje^Cr^W^ s^d Bnra.ine^who 
I } hc King Hi* Fa; her c»l X&GHideriw . Ioue^ 
When cn.my, i hr cc^pt- iiople I fit, and tell 
BThc warlik^fc^cs I haue done, his fpirits fly e out 
^Inco my Story : fay thus mine Enemy fell, 

t]lus I f&mi frfW Qn', necks, euen then 
The Princeh/blooc; flakes inhis Cheeke,he fweats, 
Siraines bis yon g Nerues, arid puts himfelfc in pofWc 


AtthreeTandtwoyeeres^ 
Thmkmg to ban e thee of Succcffinn, as 
Thou reft* me of my Lands. EurifhU^ 
I nou was't their Nurft, they took thee for *U 
And euery day do honor to her graue • 


f 


My felfe BeUrim ) that am Morgan cali'd 


They take for Naturall Fathtr. The G 


Scena Quarta. 


my words, The yonger Brother Cadwall, 


Once Amimgm^ in as like a figure 
Strikes lire into my fpcecl^ana fhewes much more 
His ©wne : conc: f yumg. Hea.rkc, theGame is rows^d, 
Oh Cywhehne,\l:x*t\\ and my Confcienceknowes 
Thou didd'ft vniuftly banish me : whereon 


Enter Pifanio md Imogen. 

/^.Thoutold'ftme when we ca f e fro hotr. ^ \ 
Wa, n.ereat hand : Ne're longed my Motbe ^ ,J H 
To ftc mefirH as I haue now s Ptf^Um 
Where is Poftkumtu f What is in thy mind " 
That makes thee ftare thus ? Wherefore br^k L 
^^n W .rdof<^ ? One,ba l p^^ t, «fi|l. 
Would be mccrprered a thing perplex'd 
Beyond ielfctxpiication. p U t thy fejfe 
Into a hauiuur of leffe fcarc, ere wildmffe 
Vanqu.ft m y ftayder Senfes. WbatVthemattei? 
Why tender ft thou that Paper to me, vv,th 
A looke vntender i if t be Summer Newes 
Smile coo't before : if Winterly, thou need'ft 
But keepe that count'naoce flil. My Husband. hand? 
Tint Drng-damn'd Italy, hath ou.-aafbed tim 
Andhecsatiomehardpoint. Speakcman rh,,T 

Vv otiid be cuen mortall to me. 
Pif. Pleafeyoureade^ 

At«i yot ^allfindcmefwrctchcdman)athiii* 
Tne mm difdaiad ofForcunc. 

Imogen r cades. 

^Hy^UfirUy^nla) htthphid, the Struct in J 

notmtof^kSur^es, but from poofe M % m / J 

b-uich 4 hers • let time orvne hmdt take w«, herhfe ■ l&all 
imkmtmeiiQ* mffitomi Sbe^bmtLmer 
fir the p„rpo/ e , ifthoufenretoflr^ and to Me mt, 

cmtmt it u don, thou art the Pander to her dtlhonom M d 
equally tome dtjlay all. ' 

m . What thai! I need to draw my Sword.the Paper 
hath rut her throat alreadie ? No, 'tis Slander, 
Whofe edge i» (harper then the Sword, whofc tongue 
Out-vcnoroes all the Worme* of Nyle, whofebreach 
Kides on the porting windes,and doth belye 
Ail corners of the World. King.,Queeh«,and Statej, 
Maide*, Macrons, nay the Secrets of the Graue 
Tins viperous flander enters. What checre, Madam? 

/»». Fai'fecohisBcdPWbatisittobefalfe? 
To lye in watch there, and to thinke on him? 
To weepe'twixt clock and clock?If fleep charge Nature. 
To breakc it with a fearful] dreame of him 
And cry my felfe awake t That's faife to's bed ? Jj it ? 

Ptfa. Alas good Lady. 

Jaw I faife? Thy Confciencewitneffe:Z**w, 
Thou didd'lt accufe him oflncont.uencie, 
Thou thenlook'dft like a ViHainc : now 3 me thinks 
THy 
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Thy fauours good enough. Some lay of Italy 
(Whofe mother W3s herpainting) hath betraid him: 
poore I am (rale 3 a Garment out of fafhion, 
And for I am richer then to hang by thValles, 
Irpuftbcript: Topeeces with me : Oh ! 
Mens Vowes arc womcru Traitors. All good fecming 
By thy re uol? (oh Htisb3nd) fhsJi be thought 
Put on for Villainy ; not borne where c groweSj 
But worne a B Jtte for Ladies 
Pipu Good Madam 3 hcaie me. 
Imo. True honeft men being heardjikc faife v£ncas> 
Were in his time thought faife : and Syncxs weeping 
Did fcandali many a holy tear<r rtooke pi try 
From mo ft true wrctchcdnerTe, So thou, PefthpimiM 
Wik lay the Lcmicn on ail proper men ; 
Goodly,and gallant, ftnil be faife arid periur'd 
From thy great fade: ComeFedow, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy Matters bidding. When thou fecft Kim, 
A little witnefle my obedience. Looke 
I draw the Sword tny felfe, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Loue (fny Heart:) 
Fcare not, 'tis empty of a!J things; but Greefc : 
Thy Mafter is not there, who was indeedc 
The riches or it. Do his bidding, ftrike, 
Thou may ft bevalicmt in a bet:er caufe ; 
Bur now thou fecm'ft a Gov; afa. 

PtJ. Hence vile InftrumeiK, 
Thou fhalt not damne 'my ha^id. 

Imo. Vvhy, 1 muft dye : 
And if I do not by thy hand, thouar.t 
NoSeruantof thyMafters. AgainftSelfc-flaughtcr, . 
There is a prohibition fo Diuine, 
That cratiens my wcake hand : Comchcere's my heart : 
Something's a-foot : Sof^fofc, wec'l no defence, 
Obedient as the Scsbbard. Whatishecre, 
TheSctiptures ofrhe Loyall Lear/atw, 
AH turn'd to Bercfie ? AWay 3 away 
Corrupters ofniy Faith, you fhall no more 
Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Fooks 
Beleeue faife Teacher? : Though ihofe that are betraid 
Dofecle theTreafon fhirpely, yet the Traitor 
Stands in worfc cafe of Woe. And thou Poflhmm^ 
That didd'ft fet vp my difobedience 'gainfl the King 
My Father, snd makes me put into contempt the fujtes 
Of Princely Fell owes* fhalc heereaftci finde 
It is no a&e of commo'n paffage, but 
A ftraineof Rareneffe : and I gfeeuc my fe!fe> 
To thinke, when thou fhalc be dtfefg'd by her, 
That now thou ryreft on, how thy memory 
Will thrnbepangMby me. Prythccdifpatch, 
The Lambe entreats the Butcher. Wher's thy knife? 
Thou art coo flew to do thy Matters bidding 
When I defire it too. 

Pif. Q[j gracious Lsdy : 
Since Ireceiu'd command to do this Bti fine fie," 
I haue hot llept one winke. 
Imo, Doo't,aHd to bed then. 
Pff. lie wake mine e^e-b^lles fifft, 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Didd'ft vndcrtake it ? Why haft thou abus'd 
So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 
Mine Action ? and thine owne ? Our I Jorfes labour ? 
The Time inn king thee ? The perturb'd Court 
For my being abfem ? whereuntol neuer 
Purpofercturne. Why haft thou gone fo farre 
To be vn-bent ? when thou haft 'tane thy ftand, 


Th'elcclcd Deere before thee ? 

Pif. But to win time 0 + 
To loofe fo bad employment^ the which 
I haueconfider'd of a courfe: good Ladie 
Heare me with patience. 

Imo. Taike thy tongue weary, fpeake : 
I haue heard I am aSftumpet, and mine care 
Therein faife ftrooke, can take no greater wou^d^ 
Nor tent ? to boftomethau But fpeake* 

Pif. Then Madam, 
I thought you would not backe agalne. 

Imo, M oft like, 
Bringing me heere to kill me. 

Pif Not fo neither : 
But if I were as wife, as honeft, then 
My purpofe would proue well : it cannot be, 
But that my Mafter is abus'd. Some Vjllaine, 
Land lingular in his Art, hath doncyou both 
This curled miuric. 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan^ 
Pifa> No,on ray life: 
lie giue but notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody figne of it. For 'tis commanded 
I fliould do fb : you fbail be mift a; Court, 
And that will well confirme it. 

Imo. Why good Fellow^ 
What (hall I do the while? Where bide? How liue i 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I aro 
Dead to my Husband ? 

Pif Ifyou'l backe to'th'Courc. 
Imo. No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that harfh, noble, fimple nothing: 
That CioiUn] whofe Loue-lmte hath bene to me 
As fearefljliasaSiege. 

Pif Ifnot at Court, 
Th en not in Britaine mufl you bide, 

Imo. Where 1 hen? 
Hath Britaine all the Sunne that fhines? D^y ? Night ? 
Are they not but in Britaine f Fch'wdtlds Volume 
Our Br\taine feetiies as of it, but not in't : 
In a great Poolc,a S wannes-neft, prythee thinke 
There's liuers out of Britaine. 

Pif I am moft glad 
You thinke of other place : Th'AmbarTador, 
Lucius the Romane comes to Mdford-Hauen 
To morrow. Now, if you Couid weare a minde 
Darke, as your Fortune is, and bnc difguife 
That which t'appeare it feife, muft not yet be, 
But by felfe-danger,you fliould tread a courfe 
Pretty, an J full of view : yea 5 h3ppily ; neere 
The residence of Pofthnmm ; fo nie (at leaft) 
That though his Aftions were not vifible, yec 
Report ftiould render him houreiy to your eare, 
As truely as he mooues. 

Imo . Oh to r fb ch m e an es, 
Though peril! to my modeftie^ not death on# 
I would aducnuirc. 

Pif Weil then, heere's the point: 
You muft forget to be a Woman : change 
Command, into obedience. Feare,and Niceneffe 
(The Haudmaides of all Women, or more truely 
Woman it pretty felfe) into a waggift. courage, 
Ready in gybes, quicke-anfwer'djfawcicand 
As quarrellous as the W eazell : Nay, you muft 
Forget that rareft Treafure of your Cheek e, 
Expofing it (but oh the harder hearc, 

Akck? 


